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Palace if necessary, in hope to find an officer of sufficient
standing to take matters in hand.

He found manj^, but none with resolution: a mob is a
terrifying thing. He found the Governor Klingsporr, whom
he had first gone to seek, hobbling down a side-street from the
Palace on the arm of a lacquey. The Governor had gout: the
Governor was a foolish old woman who had completely lost
his head: the Governor was making his lame way to a cellar
where hatches could be battened down over his trembling
head. General Vegesack was glum and unhelpful. General
Anercreutz dashed hither and thither on a bewildered horse,
trying to talk to the people in as feeble a vein as Silversparre,
instead of leading the Hussars to ride the mob down, instead
of ordering the Guards at the Parliament House to charge the
street, to fire a volley of blank cartridge, to fire ball if need be.
Seething with indignation, Skjoldebrand began to fight his
way back to the house where Fersen had taken refuge. As he
approached it, Adjutant-General Silversparre appeared on the
threshold. On his arm leant a frail old man in a torn and blood-
stained shirt, shoeless, with haggard, haunted eyes.

There was a howl as soon as he was seen. They shouted:
"Old Fox! Poisoner! Aristocrat!" Someone was yelling some-
thing unintelligible about Doctor Eossi, They could hardly be
called mob. They were for the most part clerks, petty mer-
chants, shopkeepers. When the blows began to rain, it was
umbrellas that whirred and crashed. Even umbrellas, properly
handled, can draw blood. Fersen's head, Silversparre's beside
it, were soon streaming red. Silversparre was making noble
amends for his former feebleness. The two old men fought
their way desperately forward, their grey hair streaked with
scarlet. They reached the spot where General Vegesack sat
idly on his horse, and Fersen clung to his stirrup-leather,
panting for the protection of the General's sabre. But Vegesack
was a foreigner, a Mecklenburg German. He was not a man
to side with the weaker party against such brutal odds.
Skjoldebrand, good Swede and generous soldier, saw the sabre
raised indeed, but not to save or rescue: he could hardly believe
his ears when he heard Vegesack shouting wildly that he would
strike unless the old fool let go.